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Epilogue 


Author's Notes: 

Back from the dead, so here's a little something I've been working on for a little while now. Something | 
would've wanted to read about, regarding something we still don't know much about. Set in early 2000s, when 
things weren't a bed of roses for the Foos and Dave decided to go tour with QOTSA. Something involving three 
guys that | hope won't sue me despite the naughtiness below. If you already know master/slave fiction is not 
for you, then I'm afraid the following won't be for you either. | wanted to give it a try, this is my first proper 
attempt at something of this kind. 


Inspiration, cool stuff and overall inspiration: Feet don't fail me by Queens Of The Stone Age's new record, 


Villains, which is definitely worth a listen.or a thousand. 


We move with an urgency 
Between pleasure and agony, oh 
Thats the sound that's calling me 


Its calling me.. 


Every good story starts from the silence of a moment, emotions crystallized in time and space, the world 


quiet as if paused. Or not. 


Water drops were still falling on his skin, the buzz of million voices so far and yet so close to him, pounding his 


energy and fury relentlessly. 


Dave drank from bluish irises and sucked in air, still hungry as he was. That dance had been danced for long 
enough that day, but he wasn't up to him because he wasn't the one calling the shots. Josh nodded, he thrust 
forward. Josh glared, he halted. Josh slid down the mic stand.. 


At any given moment, he knew he could be called to order. Role reversal, he was a drummer for the day. And 
the day before today. And the day after, he would be again He always was, always would be, but there, 
sweating like crazy at Josh's every whim and so free, he felt like any responsibility and duty were lifted from 
his back. 


There, muscles aching in the darkest spot of the stage, he didn't have to be the nicest guy in rock n roll, let 
alone lead the show. He wasn't in charge. He wasn't the boss. He didn’t have to be a good boy nor did other 


people waiting for instructions from the redhead as the sun went down. 


As the sky burned over him, he was in Josh's hands, that were free and able to do anything. To pet him, 
stroke him, tap him, slap him, maybe choke him or even hit him, if he wanted to. To play him 


The singer had him in the palm of his hand, indeed, with eyes claiming the drummer as his, darting up and 


down his shirtless torso, calling dinner, till the roaring of the crowd bounced back to the stage and reminded 


Dave he was still on duty. 


In the ambiguous foreplay the two grew affectionate to, the redhead appeared to take things real seriously or 
maybe just pretended to, reproaching the brunette for every and each needle in the haystack. His haystack, 
anyway. Not that he hated it, Josh could be nicely careless or painfully picky, switching moods at any given 


moment if dared a bit too much. 


Robbed of absurdly loud screams and the crashing of goodbyes, Dave didn't really care about back then, the 
brunette came back to the present just in time to hear his back crack against the wall, persistent hands 
squeezing the back of his neck and on his hip, spurring him to get rid of the clothes he was left with. 


Dave smiled as the redhead took in the view before him rather quickly as fingers with a mind of their own 
worked his belt open. 


"Impatient, are we?" he purred, chuckling when the other scowled at him, stopping his hands, a brow raised in 
annoyance. The drummer smirked and pulled the taller man against himself without a warning, leaving him at a 
loss for words, with the tips of his fingers barely brushing against his exposed sweaty body. Lips kissing, 
sucking and biting the tender flash of Josh's neck, teasing him to put his resistance to test or maybe to know 
how far was too far. He himself chuckled bitterly, being used to the game many before Dave had played with 
him. To get the best of him, they did it. Or maybe the worst of him. Definitely the worst. 


"Fuck, Grohl, you'll be my ruin" the singer declared in a low, predatory tone. Callous fingers ventured down to 


his trousers and popped the button open with impatience. 


‘lm doing my best" the brunette coed back into the redhead's ear, the shirt in his sweaty grip falling to the 
floor. "To get noticed by the boss." 


Josh smirked, pleased with what he was hearing and seeing. His latest acquisition was a total masterpiece, a 
work of art for him to spoil and put back together, that hissed when a hand traveled downwards and purposely 
ignored his erection A little cock tease, indeed, one that would take long to be tamed. 


Rough fingers worked their way to the drummer's eager opening, eliciting a moan of plea and submission when 
dancing around the target. Skin tautened and relax with need, unable not to reach to the attentions 
administered. Finally, in a moment of magnanimity, the redhead let index and middle finger sink into that tight, 
wet heat. 


"You're doing a brilliant job of it, baby. | can't take my eyes off you." 


His lips were everywhere on the brunette's neck, down his chest, closed around pert nipples, teeth biting them. 
But the touch that sent him crazy the most, was those fingers’ plunging into him, now relentless. Dave was 


drunk with pleasure and new feelings from the last few weeks he couldn't get enough of. 


"And you hands either, apparently" he noticed, moaning as his butt cheeks were squeezed possessively, his 
erection forced against the other's. It was such a delicious pain, that made Dave wonder why he stopped being 


a drummer for hire full time. 


"Damn right" Josh murmured into his ear, grasping the back of his lover's neck with his free hand. The 
brunette purred with heavy lids as pleasure unfolded from beneath his skin in the form of goosebumps. "Would 
be a shame to waste such a tight fox." 


Without a warning, Dave felt a jolt of arousal run down to his pelvis. Used, referred to as a doll, a pretty gift 
to be pampered and bossed around, Dave felt himself at his best. Free to be not in charge for once and to let 
someone else take the lead of his body. Someone whose earned trust also led to some pretty indecent 


scenarios, but still someone who knew well what he was doing, regardless he was holding a belt or a leash, 


handling Venus balls, ice cubes or another member. 


The only someone Dave trusted to get a hold of and play with his most intimate spots, places he himself 
hadn't dare to travel to for a very long time before he had met Josh. 


They went through so many things in such a short period of time, Dave believed there must not be much left 
to explore. However, the redhead managed to make him change his mind every single time, never mind if by 
taking him for a walk on a leash, humiliating him in front of very generously tipped maids or letting other 
guests shut his mouth for good. It was all generously appreciated. 


Never mind how absurd it all seemed to be in the beginning. Dave couldn't get it out of his head and, since he 


had given in, he couldn't live without. It was whatever he had needed for so long, without even knowing. 


That's why he never saved the screams for later - as this time. Never mind how crazy Josh's proposals 
were, Dave never felt like he had voice left in his throat to protest, complain or for anything else before and 


after they were done. 


Affer the pain, once the jolts of pleasure were over and, often, he had passed out, Josh would take very good 

care of him. The redhead would scoop him up and bring him somewhere private - be it backstage or his room 
at the booked hotel of the day - where Dave would cry and moan while the other would have swabbed bruises 
and wounds with a warm, damp towel or rubbed fresh soothing cream into the reddened skin, just as he was 


now. 


The first times it was weird, having Josh taking care about it but he soon learned, never mind how much he 


could need it, Josh needed it too - both their vehement intercourse and the caring aftermath. 


"| think | won't be able to leave" Dave admitted in a hoarse voice, purring as Josh's capable hands moved 
further up on his tense shoulders and arms, their blended pleasures pooling on the brunette's stomach and 


dripping slowly down the sides of his body. 


This time, he had been fucked backstage, bent over an amplifier where everyone could've caught then, his 
cock grinding painfully into the metal grate protecting the speakers - that was his punishment for being a 
mouthy partner -, once the plug he was instructed to survive with the whole show was removed from his 


tightness. 

Josh smiled before fumbling into the little nightstand's drawer of their current hotel. There he was, lighting up 
a smoke and taking a long drag. They had to meet the band in the hall for an interview in a couple minutes, but 
he didn't seem to mind. 


"Who said | was gon’ let you anyway.” 


Snatching the cigarette with smoke in his watering eyes, the brunette flinched with pain when a hand pressed 


against a recently healed cut on his shoulder blade, but aside from that he couldn't be more relaxed. He was 


exactly where he wanted to be, the world lifted from his shoulders.. 


Josh was right, there was no point in going away from a place he felt that right for himself. 


